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You know we all went to the fruits but my father who stayed to work here in 
town. Gee we had so much fun, Picking the yellow apricots. We lived in tents 
and wold get up early in the grey morning when it was cold nearly seven o'clock 
in the cool. Then we all ate outdoors over a little fire. Everybody getting up 
from their tents and talking and calling to each other and cooking the beanse 
Then we go to work we stood on our feet from seven in the morning until six at 
night. And we would get so tired. But when we came man it was great and thene. 
well my littl brother he would sing a little tune. Cut a little cut into the 
apricot then maybe he would get up and come to my mother to count hers then 
back he go to peel some more. 

You know in the fruits you dream sleep walk breath and talk aprictos... 
yellow and big and soft all around you. How many apricots you pcik? How many 
you peel? How much backets or trays always it is apricots...always it is to 
eat and smell aprictos, Then all night we would maybe walk a ma mile and a 
half after work to the picture show to see some pictures..always we had to get 
there at six..or it was not to see it all. They never ewepeat for you like at 
at the Hub on Central..and to walk there, you went into the dark hills far far 
wway in the sky it was..and the sky waas some green or blue. or pink,.real pretty 
and we would jump on hay stacks you know all bunched in the fields. Then when 
we come back fro:m the showeverybody have bonfire. All sit around a big one and 
sing. sing lots songs. Or to tell about stories of Mexico. Everybody was 
there...Mexican whites and some negro all was friends and working hard and happy 4 
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But we stay there a month and then we all go away home. The four o§8 us 
in our family we make 68 dollats..but we don't wokk all the time. It depends 
on how many little cards you get punched and each card is about 11$. Now we go 
to the prunes in San Juaquihe Valley..and then to the grapes and peaches and 
then the nuts. We be back here about in September maybe, but we have lots more 
fun for living in the country...enow we get more money in the fruits cause there 
is a ware 
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You know all got fat there. We had milk..milk and some from goat. And 
everybody gained weight. My mother and father and me and my brother gotsa 
hundred dollars for working three weeks would you believe ite When I saw that 
check I told my mother she was fooling or they was just playing a game, But 
she said it was real money and when I heard that Im jumped up crzay I guess. I 
said that's a lot of school dresses. And she said in the money was a couch that 
made a bed at night for my father and brother who were tired to sleep on a 
little iron bed. And it was clothes for my brother and father and it was a Car, 
would you believe it. A big broken car was in that check. Oh I tell you evefy- 
body is happy for. getting fats and lots clothes and a little car. 
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My brother and father didn't come back cause they are going to stay to make 
more money for the winter..there is the cotton and grapes and some SExkank 
spinach to pick. Then my day say there is lots Mexicans coming from M,xico to 
pick thé crops for the Governor Olegon because there abe not more men to pick the 
fields. Maybe he sees somebody he knew from Mexico..and maybe he have a little 
drink with the men who had their pictures in the paper with a guitar and lots 
smiles. 
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You know after work it was so much mech fun in the fields. Everybody came 
with dancing and msic and fun. There was a big circle of trees in the dark and 
all the families had their tents there. Well there was a big fire in the middle 
with lots bright bright burning . And people came from their eating with taquitos 
or some of the old ladies would all bring enchiladas and tamales. Gee man I got 
so much enchiladas those nights I get sour in the stomach to think of them, 
Everybody sang and danced chapanacas and harabes and my old aunt with the crooked 
feets danced and the wine bottle hanging in my father's pocket jugped up and 
down to fall out when he danckd. Everybody had fun. Man to sing and dance and 
eat. Gee it's good to eat Some told stories too. My aunt hwo is something to 
Villa--his niece or something..told all stories from Mexico and how it was to 
fight in the revolution and ride horses in the dark nights. My father showed his 
bullet leg and when he was fighting with Villa, Me I curl up ina blanket and 
sit by the fire and listen to all the songs and stories and listen with an eye 
and ear. Sometimes Ramon used to sit in the blanket with qe and that was fun. 
Sm Once my aunt would bring some real old old wine from her celler in her little 
old house. And everybody was for some drinking from that bottle. All mouths 
from on the same bottle that's the only thin I didn't like. ‘Some little drink 
of that old wine would make some drunk easy. My aunt with the crooked feet 
never got drunk. And my father and uncle would get so drunk to fall down while 
dancing on one leg. They say, why does not Nellie get drunk..She drinks the 
old wine..but never is she drunk. But you know my aunt she had a secret, she 
drinks a little wine and then about a pint of olive oilysshe goes out saying... 
I want some water I think..that's what she say. Then she pulls out the bolltex 
of olive oil and drinks lots and she never never is borrachOeecee 

And sometimes the American Boss comes and have a drink and watch everybody 
dance and sing..and then by midnight he say to my father. "Juan, you better go 
to bed nowe You have to work tomorrow, but my father only waves his old bottle 
at the American boss and say, "we work tomorrow, we work." Last year, the boss 
would say to everybody, by the fire....Better go to bed now.eeyou work tomorrow, 
and all workers mens and kids get up and scram to their tents. But this year 
phe boss say real quiet like to my dad..real polite he is.Ymaybe go bed now" 
cause he know all Mexicans will pack their macheletos their little beds and 
scram to work another ranch...now this year the men say to the Boss, scram and 
he do cause he cannot get more workers for the grape vines and this he know and 
he know if the men are borracho late and they don't come to work he can do nothing 
that's what he know. So the boss scram after a little drunk when he say why 
they don't go to bed and the old Indian man laughing with one only one tooth in 
his mouth laughing and wave him a bottle well that's boss get scared..I think 
anyway he scram. Cause he know he can do not nothing. 


